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Nelson and Skipton, ghostly train. 

In the quiet countryside between Nelson and Skipton, a small town in northern England, a 
railway line winds its way through the picturesque landscape. It is a place where stories of the 
supernatural thrive, where locals and visitors whisper tales of eerie happenings that occur along 
those tracks. Amongst the many legends that have woven themselves into the fabric of the 
region, one stands out—the tale of the ghostly train. 

Late at night, as darkness blankets the land and the moon casts an ethereal glow upon the tracks, 
the air becomes heavy with anticipation. Some claim that a train materializes out of thin air, 
emerging from the mists that swirl mysteriously around the countryside. Its appearance is 
haunting, an apparition of bygone times, and yet it glides along the rails with an eerie silence, as 
if the very essence of its existence defies the laws of the living. 

Railway enthusiasts and ghost hunters alike gather in anticipation, hoping to catch a glimpse of 
this spectral locomotive. As the clock strikes midnight, the temperature drops, and a sense of 
otherworldly presence fills the air. Then, without warning, the ghostly train appears—a relic 
from a forgotten era, surrounded by an eerie glow. 

Its carriages are adorned with tattered curtains that dance in the wind, whispering secrets of a 
time long past. The train's windows, once polished and clear, are now obscured by a haze, 
lending an air of mystery to those who peer inside. There are stories of passengers within, 
ethereal figures whose faces bear expressions frozen in time—some filled with sorrow, others 
etched with fear. 

Those who have witnessed the apparition describe an unsettling aura, an energy that permeates 
the very fabric of their being. Some swear they have heard faint whispers carried on the wind, 
the echoes of distant conversations from another realm. Others claim to have felt a chill creep up 
their spines as the ghostly train glides by, as if death itself were brushing past them. 

The nature of this spectral locomotive remains shrouded in ambiguity. Is it a train destined for 
heaven, carrying lost souls to their eternal resting place? Or does it ferry the damned to a darker 
realm, forever trapped in a purgatorial existence? Those who have sought answers have come 
away with only more questions, for the ghostly train vanishes as quickly as it appears, leaving 
behind an empty landscape and a sense of wonder. 

As the years go by, the legend of the ghostly train between Nelson and Skipton persists, drawing 
in curious souls who seek to unravel the mystery. Yet, as with all things supernatural, the truth 
eludes them. Perhaps some mysteries are meant to remain unsolved, haunting the imagination 
and reminding us that there is more to this world—and the next—than we may ever comprehend. 
By Donald Jay 


